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COMING IN THE NEXr ISSUE

(sco noxt column)

January 1946

CAREY 'S DIITNULIVE DIGESTIVZE PIELS by

Barbara L. Bovard. A delightful plece
of humor to bo seriaslized in & parts.

LD IT_CAME_TO PASS by Leslie 4. Croutch.

Tris is aam_ttedly fen riction at its
purest.

OF ReCS AND STUFF or Theughts While Wash-

ing Wandows, oy Cpl. Miiton Asteroid
Rothmar. i3z a laughable bit of commentary
on the future days when space travel

is cowmon place.

R

REMEMDER "DREAL] SHIP" by Leslle A.
Cﬁoutch which apoeared in LIGHT for
February 19432 Then wateh for the
sequal, "THE RETUEN" to appsar in theso
pages, S-0-0-N. (| Thore will appoar
in cach issuo of LIGHT during 1946
cither a completc story, or a serial,
by Leslic A. Croutch. Lincd up arc such
fiction as "Cno Micat Ball', "Herby's

Flying Pig". "Tho Roturn" and "The Book-
qorm" . } Also wateh for F. Lec Bald-

win's "The Maa With Red Halr", which,
your c¢ditor boliovos, is somothing
difforcnt for fanzincs.

R T R R R

T.IE IDITOR AND 4RT STAFF OF LIGHT UISH TO
TAKE THIS CPPORIUNITY OF WISLING ALL ITS
RiEADERS A VERY MORRY FHRISTUAS LMD 4
HOST PRGPERDOUS LIET: YEAR. THANK YOU FOR
YOUR SUPPORT IN THE PAST AND MLY VE CON#
TINUL TO MIRIT YOUR SJPPQE? IN THE FUTURE
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Regurding the Virginia Andorson bit oa Naiz2g, her alior-6gol this was -mritten
in Jamary of 1943, so you must make dud allio-anco horp for the passags of timz.
Nanek would bc 24 or 25 now, and she and friond hubby arc ao longor two, but have
bocn joinod by the well-known 1ittle svarngor. But thon this is likely old stuff to
the Tfan tn the know.

Crcdit must be given to Walt Liobscher for the typod charactor & appcaring
in this issue. This was lifted from his storling publication, Walts Viramblings,
—hich is ono of tho bottor publications appecaring in tho Fanatasy Amatour Pross
mallings.

Thoso fow who scnt in advortisomonts will probadly bo disappointed.not to soe
their copy run. No roon, follews, and with e entertainment comes beforc crass
cormwraialisn. In fact. aftor rcading Eolon V. Wosson's ncatly printcd magazine in
which she @ormonted oh sulling advortising spacs, and cojes,; I an wondoring moro
about doing this. Holon Wesson takes tho logical viowpeint that an ematcur doos not
o what ho is doing ik roturn for nmonctary rocomponsc of oron tho mildest sort.

Sho bclioves than un arsour publication coases to bo an anmatour publication the
monont it schls an inch of space for advortising, or sclis gubseripvions, iIf this is
ths caso, thoro aron't many truc anateur pagazinos in tho fiold. 4nd a fan nagazino
rust bo an anatour nagazino to fit tho noode. If 1t bocorics & cermorcial affair, then
it is in tho saio class with the big cormoreial magazines that aro sold on the nows~
stands. Howovor, a point bo be considorod which she docs not and that is that thero
are many anatour publishors who arc short of cash and who rmust try to mako thoir
rnagazine pay for ivsclf to as groat an oxtont as possiblo, Evidently Holen Wosson
has no such Tears. Noithur has tho publishor of LiGT. So +his wrings up tho point=-
should fanzinos bo dividod into tuo classcs? Thousc Shut arc txuo anateur nagazines,
solling no subscriptions and sclling no advertising ssi1ce? And thosc that do eithor
ono or tho othcr or both?

Tho oditor of LISHT wishos to point out to all ynuse gys and gals that the
YiAIL BOX is YOUR dopurtmont, and if you don't writo lotvters shoi your oditor hasn't
nuch to pilek fronm for publications

In lottors in the past tho prcspect of sorials has been discusscd with corro-
spondents., It was prondscd that whilo LIGHT renaincd on a quartcrly basis, sorials
<ould not bo run as that would rican tco great an clapsu of 3irw hadvwuon instalments
<2ith tho consquont dying away of intorost and lost of tho thread of tius story. How-
over, now that LIGHT is bi-monthly, it is considercd that “wo~-moniih intervals be-
t-ccnEinstalrionts is not out of tho guestion. Ono corrospondonv, in fact, satf in &
roecnt lottor, that ho had oftcnod wondorod why s0:0 long storius hadn't bocn ser-
ializcd, as ho considrod it botter this wuy thon *o have almwst an ontired issue
taken up with the onc tale. As & result, in the March assue W:1ll sec the beginning
of a sorial, as yoet unchosen. There arc sevoral in the files hara to piek from. It
%ill requirec a littlc thought to pick the onec which is thoe most logical choice for
thu‘

The first 6 chaptors of tho longest fan story yet dcno by Leslie A, Croutch
are completcd. This writing for a fan publication is somcwhat difforont than for a
pro from the moechanics of the act. For ono thing, it has bcen found that short
chaptorse are better than long, giving an impression of lengih ard conciscncss.

Ko pamo has bocn decided on for this story, and noithor has it boon caassificd.
Tt snould soo suriulization sometime during 1946, howevera

Tho colnrod front to this issuo marks a departure from the usaal mono-~celor
cditions. It has boon a long time since LIGHT had aay color stock cn hand. This
usago of a &iffcrent color For tho cover will likely beeoms standard proceduree
Those of you who fear this may mean a stari of rainbow issucs can rest assurcds
LIGIT has no intontion of using colored stock for tho insido pages of type matorial
as somo of the U.S purlications insist on doing. It is admitted tho rosult is
pretty, but LIGHT wants logibility and eyo casc, not protincss. Color s%0CKk may ba
uscd for iasaris of "4 . * picturcs cnly, or for such FUpliumonts - o
_7?v:vv77vwvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvrvvvvvvvvvvvvv 20 VT VYV YV VYV VY YV VYUV YV VIV YV VIY T
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({ Leslie A. Croutch .})
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Dirty Dick Dewitt sat at his battle~scarred desk, murred by the many successful
bouts with various members of the finance company tribe, feet cocked up, picking his
teeth Wwith a nicotine-~-stained finger nail.

A kpock at the door disturbed his contemplations on the vagaries of life. With
a comfortable belch he lowered his number elevens, cocked his bowler av a more gen =
tlsmanly angle, low down Over ©ne Oye, and barked an invitation to enter.

A strange trio entered and glanced about with awe, The males clad in Jaundiced
sweaters and & girl in just a tight pullover, slacks and mules. Dirty Dick's eye 1it
up approclativoly and hurriedly cffeored the lass a chair.

"What can I do you jorks- or- what can I do fcr you gontlamon?" Dewitt openad
the convorsation with,.

"We &re buing sucd," yodolled & basso, & contralct and a troble that changed
in midg-scale,

“iho's tho sover?" asked Dowitt. “"Gotta have all tho information , y'know." And
ho lowered his uncovercd eyo at tho prospoct of chaogocako.

"o are being suod by ono Boll Wocvil,™ wqrbled a sikinry 14!l runt who rested
his noso on the ocgs of Dirty Dick's dosk.

“What are you boing sucd for?" Dirty Dick askod. "You don't look liko you  got
any moacys" \

The lady quoth: "Boll Woovil thinks e have twonty-fivo thousand."

"Oh? Voll, you should bo able to dig up two-hundred and £1.£5y dollars.”

"No, not conts, dollars., Ho wants twonty~five thousand dollars out of us."

Eirty Dick batted his cyos. lissing, ho battod them sgain, and this time scored
a homcr. Ah hah, he thought. If these dopes are worsh to somobody then thoy are worth
that “o mo,

mhat aro you boing sued for?"

"fcll," piped up tho lass, "Hec says Wo accuscd him of patornallsm.”

Dirty Dick mado a hasty dive for his Webstor. Finding i% mcant to bo fathorly
or somothing, bo seid, "Oh, and wes hof?"

"Cortainly ho was," yolped Nosa On Tho Doesk," ho kopt ingistinrg on holding her
on his knoco."

Pho lass grinnod and hiked hor skirt up an inech. Dirty Dick dropped his pen and
irmodiatoly get down on all fours to scerch for it,

WDhoro was nothin!' patornal about thati® Sneppod the blg lugs

Dirty Dick raiscd his oyos ans got tho too of her shoo ir ono. Dabbing it, he
got back to his chair in a hurry.

"And what olso docs ho say you said about him?"

"Oh, ho said we deofamed his character-"

"But he hasn't got any-"

"And ho says 7¢ libelled him."

“Oh, you libollod him?" Dirty Dick seribbled, “What d1id you libol him? ‘'Fathor
Boll Woovil'? Thatt!s a joko.s."

They hold thoir roscs.

vAnd what do you want mo %o do ebout thia?"

"o want to sue Weevil,"

"That do you want to suc him for?"

"For all he's gotl"

"I moan, “hat chargos %ill you suc him on? What cxcuso- or- what grounds?”

"0h-" tho throo looked at cach other. "iell- wo don't oxactly know- we just
want to swo him-" brightly.

"Can't do that- got to have grounds for suit, you know. Have you got grounds-"

"Oh doar," cricd the lass, "I just ramembor, I loft the coffcc grounds in  the
pot, wo loft in such a hurry."

YHow about rapc?" Suggestod Dowitt. "Rapo's alwayse good for a fow thousand.
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Nikos a good casc toos Lots of hat b.
1aciby.®

"Nopo, Boll Weovil's marxiod.” -

"Oh~ married, oh, Woll <hsa, how 34
boat absconding with funds cf somo kind?“J

"Nono, wo nover had any funis to ab
geond with,"

Tho lass spoke up."Coulda't wo sy
—¢ havon't had any fund sircs ho loft?"

Dirty Dick groanod. Basso swooned and
Noso On The Dysk slid so o floor, loav -
dng a damp stroal bohind him,

"Guoss you ain't got ne casc thon "
vemoanud Dirty Diek. "Teoo bad but. gucss
you'll just have to pay-tho dough.”

They 211 .cajoyod a good wail at thatq

Thon: “WVait:® This from Dick tho Dix
ty Dewitt., "Maybe we could got him in g
position whoro he wouldr:v svcs Of avurse
thorc would bo a small charge for my sce -
vicos."

"How much?"

"Gotta be less than what he's asking
or olsc it wouldn®t be logical,.."

"Yjell, lot's say $24,989.997"

"It's a deall! Vhat's the schomo?"

"Jell, supposo 7c got a hotel room 1r
a cheoap dive. Invitc him up for an out of
court sottlemont. Whon ho arrivcs t h q
young lady horo-® loor "~w7ill be found
eluthieing him around tho ncck in a nattor
of oxtrome undreossi"

This scomod %o plcasc them all for
thoy smirkced. Tho lass' faco scencd to b
rather sickly. But she agrood.

"0f course thore is o snall rotaining
feco?" Suggostod Dowitt the Dicke

"Oh naturally," said basso, laying
down throo gents and a cancollod starnp.
Noca On Tho Tosk sniffled and offorcd hisg
nandkerchiof, Tho lass moancd for she had
acthing to offer,

Do7itt tho Diek Dirty loorod. " Y o v
stay avhilc," ho suggested. "No doubt nq
can work scmothing out."

Basso and Noso departoed.

Am.,

Dirty and Lassio como horic.

Pm.
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SACRIFICE
by Sgt. Edwin R. Whito
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The sky was dark with ominous thundw
or clouds, The trecs wore -still in  thair
oxpoctancy, wthe animals quiot with fore-
bodirg. Avsoluto guiot roigacd supreme

| thiovgh tho forests, across the plains
i ? ’

around who mountain pooks.

Suidenly thore was an angry whispoer
in tho air as though tho ftr¢cs and the an-
imals woro angered at somo disturbing
sounds To the keen car-camo tho sound of
padaing foet, and tho low rumble of chan-
+ing. Tao Moyans woro coming to  worship
their God. Thoy werce comang to Tak  Monon,
fio offor sacrificos to Chae Mool, tho
God of Thundor zn? Raillsae

iWith bowed hoads-thoy approached
Tak Mencn, chanting 'vith rovorent velcos
the prayers their fathors had taught
them, offering oboyance to thelr God,call-
ing on his mercy and kindncss, foaring his
srath, . Zcr ho was known 1o have a groat
angor when aroascd.

Scoking vo arpocsc him and gein his
goodwill. the Mayans calicd on him with
loud, appoaling voiccs, vo lock upon the .
sacrifico thoy hod brought hine...to app -
rove and accopt thelr humtle offoring ,
and grant them ip returia their wishes for
a Truitful yzar,

The High Priests marched solomnly up
to Tak Monen, thoir hoads bowed, their
lips moving in corntinual prayecr. The All
High Pricst offcrcd a prayer of triumph
to Chac Mool, holding high the glittering
knifc that would draw forth the lifc that
wvag te bocomo the sole proporty of their
God.

The litter was carricd rovercntly up
to tho altar, whara, on its arrival,thero
stepped from it 8 young girl of ovident
beauty and charm. With frightonced cyecs
and trombling lips, the girl medc ob-

oisance to hor God boforo tho altar, At
thec ond-of hor prayor, shc dropped the
sacrificial robc from hor yourg bedy,
stcpping slowly up tho stops to stand
undor the visagoc of Chac Mool, the God
of Thundcr and Rain,

The Pricst, chanting his praycrs of
roverance and obgisancse. The girl steod
straight and slim bofore tho image,  her



oyes moist ard luminous in tho prossing |
gloon. Tho Priest proclaicod hor holy and
£it for hor God, and with a cry drovo the
sparificial knifo doep into hor broast.
As sho foll he graspoed hor amd with a
loud vcico called on his God %o acccpt
tho ¢loan hoart of his sacrifico and cut
tho hoart from the trombling body of the
maidon, offoring on high to the God Chac
Mool, calling on hin to accopt and be
ploascd for his offering.

Tho heavons opchod and & flame shot
down on Tak Mcnen outlining the group of
worshippiug with a blinding brilliancc.
With coworing hoarts the Mayans saw the
craggy but kindly featurcs of thoir Ged
appoar in the flame, and thoy listencd to
his wordse.

wity childron," hc vhispored, “yhy do
you tako the lives of thosc you lovo. Do
you not undorstand your Gods do not ask
that you nako suprcmno sacrificos for your
wishos, My hcart blcods that you should g
gso far to gain my fevor. Bellovo in me anﬁ
your wishes will bc grantod, but doubt
mo and you shall foel my wrathi"

Turning to the still body of tho
maidon whoso hoart had boen torn fron
hcr body, ho said in soft compassiocnato
tonos, "Ariso ry daughtcr, and comg with
mo, Bor your couragc and complete faith
you havo sarnod & placo by &y sido whore
you shall know otornal joy and hapninoss!

The maiden roso, and stopping to tho
side of hor God, sho facod tho throrg
with glowing oyes with hin.

"] shall havo no more of this," said
Chac Mool in a saddcned voicoc. "Beoliave
in mc with undauntable courago and faith
and I shall scrve you. I shallicover Tak
Mcnen with the oarth, making it fortilo
with my toars causing flowors and trcos
to grow in all thoir boautiful luxurianco,
covoring the final rosting placo of oy
childron, twtho offored their lives to mo
in ordor that you might bo granted your
7ishes &nd onjoy my Dpleasuros. No morc

shall you worship mo in this nmanner. Novex

again will you apprcach Tak Mencn with
your lovod onos. Boliove in mo, and bo
happy."

With thoso words, ho and thc maiden
faded from sight, tho brilliant flamo of
lightning turning into a myriad of colors
and finally fading avay to tho accom=-
paniment of whispering rcl@iodics that awed
and inspircd the Mayans,

Ag thoy watcehod, Tak Moneon crumbled,

{6)

tho oarth covored it and hid 1t from theiz

——— -

viow, Thon tie rain f8ll, scftly, whisp-
eringly. Trous and flcowors sprang up in
a varicty of colors and a wealth of luxe

uriance, until thore was nothing left but

a mound of colors that flashod with all
tho boautiful brillianco of tha tropical

fauna.
The rain stopped, tho cleoud cloared,

and tho sun sont ®own 1ts lifo-giving

rays in gontlo wavos. Tho fiolds of thc
Mayens bocamo rich and plontiful, and a g
gladncss vwas born in thoir hearts.

Raising their eyes to tho hcavons
above, thoy offored silent prayors to Him
w7ho had given them all...He who wanted
lifo and lovo, not doath and foar...Chac
Mool, God of Thunder, Lightning and
Rainy God and Plonty, God of Love, God
of Allo te

God Hinsolf}

Tho End

L) ))
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The Now
LIGHT MATL BOX
(wbero the readors insult tho editor
L LT T T
Bopuzbor 17, 1940.

Hi Losim-

Juss got LIGAT teday end will not
dclay in answoring. I CZATAINLY will be
glad to holp in any way I caun if you sond
mo LIGHT. It is 0.K, you bat....your
arrangoment is VERY good, Positively KEEP
tho heading of the second pagc. It is
different, WHO thot vp tho MAPLE LEAF,
Isn't that symbolic cf CANADA? Yos,thosc
hecadings look nice on columns espccially.

Iessic E. Walkor has the right idca.
BUT why couldn't TWO languages bc taught
in schools? No nation wants to losc its
mothor tonguc, but could learn & UNIVER-
Sal languago casily. If echools and the
Pross roally went to work on it, 10 years
would do the trick.

Story by Fred Hurtor was finc and
moro, plcaso, of "In-the Rgalm of Books".
I think most of us like bock roporvs, as
7o all can't road EVERYTHING.

K. Maxtin Carlson.
({1 thought up tho mappe leaf idea, which
is symbolic of Canada, as the cagle is of
your country, and Albert A. Betts, enoth-
or Canadian fan, did the drawing from
—hich this is tracod. Anent tho languago-
would you like to see a dollar bill with
your own language on it and also a
foroign one? = Editor))(Cont'd page 10)
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N ANEK 9
§ an autobiography by Virginia Anderson , poetsss and 3nihonsss 8
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First, let us take what I am like, that is always sc much plensaitsy o svart -
out withesss ‘

I have always dallied with the idea of learning to play the guitar, my favor-
ite music being the overture from William Teil.

T 1ike %o eat....milk, chicken gizzards, lettuce, green beans, tomatoes, cuce-
wmbers and ice cream and candy....all sorts of fruits. .

T am fond of horsss, dogs and cats, once owned a white rabbit whom I nemed
after J. Edgar Hoover; I had two, the other was Franklin Roosevelt, but he dled,

1 1ile getting letters, sleeping, storms, walking, the murine sigantures of
Hennes Buk, fall after the leaves are off the trees, listening to the racioc. L like
to 4drew and write, both poetry and prose. I sedl the pootry but no one eyruriatiy
Fants thy prose, $o willy nilly, I am a poet. But most of all I like to rcad the
wrating of sSomeonc 6lad.s..saves SO much woar and toar making up s*ories to rcad.

My favorite stf authors would fill a book, bui to namec a 1oV, 0s s Norvell W,
Puge, Hamnos Bok, Isasac Asimov, Cocil Corwin, alias Waltor B. Davics, alias S. D.
Gottcaman {Cyril Kornbluth) and H. G. Tiells, Outsido of stf it's Loslie Charteris
and his delightfully naughty Seint storics. Poctically spoaking thero are only
Omar Khyeam, Walt Vhitman and 4. E. Houseman, for tho simplc rcason that I don't
go by author but by “do I like 1t'. I'm not ovorly crazy about my own stuff because
I don't known one darn thing about construetion and know it.

My favorito cditors, professionsls, are Mary Gnacdingor of FFM and Rogers
Torrill of SPIDER and Aco-G-Manm, both of whom work for Popular Pubs and buy my
stuff, mainly, I have the horriblo suspicion, to got rid of me.

I love movios, and my favorites in that ficld aro Voda ann Borg and Victor
JOrye

My favoritc fan is....ah, ah, no fair tolling....Widner, Crouteh and Lancy
tic for stf ocditors. I colloct information into scrapbooks....movic stars, my ovn
printed work, India and criminology..s.picturcs of fans and info about them, file
all my fan lottors in ordor for postority.

Oh yos, I likc a lot of things, but most of all I likc my brand new husband.

856 7194055606349

LGS &

I hato having to play cards, dislike noisy partics, vulgarity, pork, ignorant
poople who know all about it, poopleo who rush out and buy covorything thoy can lay
4%ui> bands on, just bocause it is going to bo hardor to got.ssspeoplo who grouse
atout the war, wo're in it so why hollor? fans who feud, thoe miss giddy-gaddy,

n or wiss attitude in fandom, Vomaidens who have dbeon traced and pulmod off as
origenalg, fooling nobody (cvon I am nct that lazy) and staying up lato.

A3 for me, I'm twnety-two yeers old, marriedname, Mrs. Carl W. K. Anderson;
ka=ight five feet five inches, browm hair and eyes, the latter myopic, although I
practically refuse to wear glasses, and can you blame me when my hugband says I
look like Rita Hayworth without them....love is grand, and I may be blind but
hubby's in love....s0 we run around playing seeing eye for each other. I am by
pnature an introvert, yet talk too much with people who interest me and about sub-
jawts I like. My fondest dream is to start in on a library of records of the voices
of all the fans and authors and artists in stf....and to do so a speaking library
of 1y own poetry, as well as all other stuff that interests me. (My poetry is stuff,
s is all the rest, I'm not being pettye....which reminds me....figure, unpetty,
but pretty....you know, sveater girl stuff.)

Interested in Criminology, F. B. 1. Once planned on being a typist for same
and had applied when the "Eternal Lover! came along: detectives, police, etal,
pd Tadia, tho punjab and Sikhs in particular....honcessss
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Tho Lord on Hoeaven's rampart pauscd
And called an archangol.
"Perhaps there'll be somec trouble causod-
Tho Dovil's out of Holl.
Ho's got & bit above himsglf
And skipped from tho roscrve-
Dotail someonc to sorve him woll
With what he will doscrve.”
ot § BE
The archangel a scraph called,
Agkcd, "Have 70 any names
Down for fatiguos; or anyono
Who wants %o play rough games?"
The soraph said, "No ona's boeh rough,

And no onc&s been disgraced,
But Loslic Croutch, though fairly tough,
Is sproading at tho vaist."

\\\\W///

Word came to Los at trork on LIGHT.
Ho spokc a phrasc unhcavenly,
But whothor it was wrong or right

Ho said, "I gucss it had to bec.”
Ho girded up his amplc ioing
And wavod his pinions wido;
T:21l papcrs blewr from tho Hamdilton
To whirl on Evory sidc.

&
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Sald he, "I'm far bohind with LIGH?T,

But tho schodulo it must wait.

If Satan's out he'll get a fight-

Though- damalt-~ LIGHT is latel™

Ho girded oa his flamirg sword

And clirwod the ramparts tall;

Thon plungud down through the stormy horde
Sviftqr than 8hadows fal‘.
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Swifter than shadows fall he fliow
To the world that gave him birth-

Whon Old Niek loaves his stamping ground
His first objoctive's Earth.

And he kvmwwas near Earth now, Los knew
F¥or in tho Heaviside Layer

Ho sniffed tho shlpbur~-rcok that blow
From Satan in the air.

Vi

Croutch coughcd and sighed,
Iz hellthoy give 'cm boanss

But whon I catch that varh-tailed bird
1111 show him what it mcans,

1'11 ot that barb for a souvenior,
With as much tail as I may.

To beat 4zracl's rccord length
Would bo somothing that ain't hay."

Vil

Ho spiled the pat-wingod shapo afar
Plungod in auroral glove

Ho grinnod and tnought,
And winged his way boloi.

Auld Rockic folt a radiance,
And snarlcd and tricd to go

With greator spocd- no dallianco
Was safc. Bo was too 8l0W.

Ho turnod, and rocognizcd the one
oo swift approachcd him now.

"fhym Losi" he said, "Son of a gunl
I'm glad wo mot- and how!

7o havaen't mot sinco Pluto was
A pup, and you'll allow

Wo'll have to got togother, 'causoc
Wotve lots to talk of now."

X

nT havon't timo to talk," Los said.
"Right now I'm latc with LIGHT."

#7111} write a plece will knock ‘em dead,"
Nick answered. "You sit tight.

There's not so much rush, after all.
Dow there the lights are bright.

I know where all the hot spots are;
Let's paint the planet red.”

nItyg ofton hoard

"This will bo way,”
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Then Leslie whipped his robe around

To have his sword arm clear.
nytd twist your tail in Parry Sound-
I'11 amputate it herel"
The Dovil snarled again and jabbed
His pitchfork like a spear,
Los whirled his flaming sword and stabbada
The Devil lost an ear.

i 4
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The Foul Ficnd lunged again, and Los
Folt wing fcethors tuar 1ocsc.
Auld Reckioc's voiec was like a hiss-
nI'11 pluck you likc a goosol™
Los growled and d&wung vho sword agsein,
Ho wasn't gning to lose.
The Devil ducikod, but losv a horn,
And got & nasty bruisc.

* XI1
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In rage hc belched out doadly smoke
4nd breathod forth blasts of flamo,
But Loslie didn't even choke
As through the murk he camc,
Ho slashod- and molton dovil's-blood
Sprayod out likc fiery rain.
(Astronomors who saw it spoke
0f "Motcors- again,")
D (IR
"7hy don't you scorch?" Tho Domon howled.
And mightily dismayod
Ho spoutcd flame and smoko , and scowlod
As Los his answer made:
"What do you think our helos arc?
Smathing to bo displayed?
Thoy rediate forco-bharricrs
Whon chemicals ane sprayoed,”
XIV
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Thé Devil 1
Flight foathcrs flow, a wob bleccding;
S0 that whon once azain thoy clashed
Boh woro uneicecy on tho wing.
Bt 8hill with Juiey highor lashod
'hoir forces cech at oach did fling,
And ool on pitchiork handle crashod
To nw«? the woapons wildly ring.
XV
The pitchfork caught in Croutch's robo;
fhe {laming sword wont “ziinng}!”
It barcly shaved the Dovil's rump-
Left kim a valless thing.
Ho wiadly clutchod the blazing stump
Ard raised an anguished ‘..°" yoll.
"Nowz- got to Hados! On the jumpi”
Thoe #uvil hit for Hell,
xvI
Les held his grisly trophy high=
"Sits a-mevor 3E an incheees
Sinco azrel's picco is not a yard
The rocord 1s a cinch,
Thet Nick rogrows his horn is known,
And tail, completo with barb,
I? ho brcaks bounds whon thoy are grown
Wo'll have another job."

{ i3

XVII

~Hﬂhon Los was distributing LIGHT,

~.| The archangcl sew h’m,

"8ay, Crouteh, for all your oxercisc

You didn't scvcm to slim.”

W\
. {Said Leslio, "Vhon the fight was done

I had a hungry fool,
So I droppod in at Parry Sound
And atc a whopping moal."

XVIII .
This epic is of future timos-
Can't be detod oxactly.
While Los rotains his carthly form,
And movcs about intactliy,
But on somo distant, futurc day
He'll have passod his inppoetion,
And will bo hunting dcvil's tails
To add to his colloction,

LI T

Continuecd from page 6
MATL BOX
LU LI T T T T
Novomber 16, 1945,
Dear Los;

Surc was good to sce two issues of
tho old mag soc close togcther. The new
policy is a great stop forrard in my op~

inion. Tho all-gel issuc only fair. Of
tho contributors, Nanock stood out casily
with “Suarra”. I always havo onjoyed hor
vorsa on Merritt subjects. Thoe roaders ¢
column in this issuc was one of the bost
in a long timc. Como to think of it- tho

reador's column has always had a certain
raciness and zip most onjoyabdblo.

--------------------
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In tho last issuo, "In tho R.alm of
Rooks" is a most welcomo innovation. So
is Bob Gibson's Book List.

Barry Jonkins was a nico effort, and
of coursc I onjoycd Bloch's lottor. Tho
now appearance of tho mag is quite nifty.

Harold Wakcfiold.
({Thaok you for thom kind words, partnor.
And how do you likc the ncw mothod for
giving tho oditorial comment on thoe lott-~
ors? At tho ond instoad of threugh 1t?
- Editor.})

L re—

November 12, 1943.
Dear Los:

The "Stroke ¢f Twelve" was jJust a-
bout tho aveorage typc of story that I oxp
peet to find in a fanzino; porhaps a
littlo above tho averagc. In e story of
this kind, I always foel that briofnoss
is a groot assot, vhis in all sorious-
noss. Any short atory makos nc protcnaso
at charaetcr portrayal, rathor 1t conters
on somc situation or incident that
should bo brought to its ¢limax in tho
shortost spacc of time that tho dovelop-
nent of tho roquirod atmosphoro will por-
mit. Very often somo little "plot twist®
is workod into ono of thoee little shorts,
Whilc the story in gquostion undoubtoedly .
prosented a situation, I folt that too
much time was tekon to arrive at tho log-
jcal conclusion, i.c.- tho death of the
murdoror. Of course, it must bo romombor-
¢d in all this, that tho authors aroc not
profcssionals; but I feol that with prop-
or critiecism thoy can 1ln most cascs, im-
provo thoir style approciably. .

"Confession! struck mo as hoing
sonicwhat over-ripe. Thoso intorosting
picces about "y lover's dull white body"
and tho doscriptien of how "I drank hor
blood with slavoring fangs" brrri After
all, old boy, tho liquor ration isn't
that low.

ntSuyarra probably hod a point too,
but what with tho "wingcd scrponts" and
tho ™muld" and tho “taunting gagoe™, I
couldn't quite scom tu dig it out.,

" Aftor the prececding two, I found
"Eockots for Atlantis™ a wolcoxne roliofy
Thosc 0ld bits of fiction predicting
futuro achicvemonts arc alway8 interost-..
ing whean comparced to presont day advances
I nyscly, 7ouldn't mind seoing a couple
more 0. tic sunc.

"Jlauntod House" I rathor liked for
tho pissuro it gavo. Tho metrc and rhyme
nas rether crudo, but werc forgivablo in

) -

this coso. The "pootry" on page five.
Wow, whait roalism, I could almost smell
tho ripe fish.

Again lMrs. Walker comos through, I
rather liked her littlo pioco horo t00.
"English ote", was ax anusing if nothing
olso.

"Eavaporation” though it did proscnt
ond idca, (cooling through seid ovap.) was
rathor fer fetched, @and lacked roal in-
teroste - .

"Nostalgia by Bob Bloch gave no a
fainst snicker. It was almost as humorous

‘t “as his (Bloch's) last throo lottors to

your Iag.
The book roviow is & noat ildez. 0ld

stuff of courso, but stell fido {f it's

handled properly. The troublc with thoso
roviows though, is. thcy bouncc clong
norrily for a couplc of issuos until
snddenly & strango dohydration in size
sots in, which ropidly progresscs until
tho reviow is little riore than a book
list. Usually it is ubout this point that
the reviow disappocrsa

Jack Sloan,

Scptembor 19, 1945,
Dear Loa-

T 1iked the Dorothy Watson story~
and think youshould print more of 'em;
likowiso for Poto, that ogroish vampirol
"JTulecs do Grandin” of fanzinoes for Dor-
othy, huh? Ambitious guyé Still, J. do G.
sontincs borcd me; Miss W. and her fricnd
hordly did thatl

I think your poliey of publishing a
1mag strictly for cntertainment is just
right. Toe many fanzines that I scc stick
too niuch fan acetivitics & gossip in then.
Also, thoy got cmbroilcd in storics of too
serious & naturce They shuld striveo more
for cntcrtainnont; I got a kick out of
Joo Konnedy's "Vampirc”., It's zany &
serow-laosa, & adnittodly so. No preton-
sions on Joo's port.d and I like LIGHT
for the sane reascon- you are not trying to
put on an act or say you havo a litcrary

nastorpioco. Your objoct is to ontertainid

— T/5 Ben Indick,
({Thenk you, Ber, for them kind words.
LIGHT won't got cxactly “sercw-loosc”,
¥. Lee Baldwin, ono of tho roaders, said
LIGHT was better as thore was nct so
rmuch uncceessary horse-play in it. =
Editor.))

NOT ENOUGH LITTERS TO PICK FROM, SHAKE A
LAIG NOW AND GET YOUR PENS IN HAND!
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Type- Futuro War, Luthors- MeIlraith & Connolly.
Titlic- “Invasion From The Lir",

Published by~ Greyson. 320 pagos., (First 36 pages missing in roviow copY)
Syrnpsis- Eloven days of World War 2ccunted bofore thoy wore hatched.
Rcvigwod by- Cny, Gibson, W. R., & Sgt. Lemb, N. V.

REVIEW- Ln "If" of history- a rovuo of tho future by a pair of possimists who have =
touching faith in tho officicncy of air-borno cxplosives, an oven stronger bolict
in tho officicney of poison gases and nono whatsocovor {in tho stability of humanity.

With this psychological background, tho authors follow tho advonturcs of a
journalist, an armamont salceman and his wifc, a gangstor, a politicien- tho loador
of thc Nazisti, combining tho Nazis and tho Yascistse with a British slant- and tho
s1ifo of a Cabinet Ministor,.

Britain and Francce arc allied against Gormany and Italy; with Labor uniting to
provent tho country from ongaging in the war and the Nazisti Groyshirts planning to
tako ovor tho counirya

London is raided without warning- oxplosives, inccndiaries snd gas starts a
panic that doee morc damago than tho woapons themsolvos. 4 state of chacs nearly
overwholm tho city and em oxodus (bascd on Wells' "VWar of the Worlds") bogins. Next
day- anothor raid- tho scat of govornment is romoged to Glouccstor. The Nazistis
assist tho polico and army. Tho gangstor organizos crimo undor the cover of air
raids. Tho Comittoos for Lctlon of militent Labor relcaso their Soerctary frono a
prison van and sabotago transport. Wharfdalo, leader of the Nazisti, throatons to
withdrew his support and is given comand of the policc, transport, and food supply
for London.

Industrial Britein is shattored in a raid (!). Moanwhilo, Gormany and Italy
arc hammoring Franco and tho R. i+ F. und Fronch 4ir Forcoe a®e rotaliating offic-
iontlyon Gorman and Italian citios, The oxodua from London is dostroying tho
countryside. Civil War arisos botwoon Nazisti and Labor, In Continecntal Europe
gimilar occuroncos or worso havo bogun. 411 four countrics totter- on tho vorgo of
broakdown,.

4% the suggsstion of tho Amorican Consuls all sond ropresontativos o Portugal
and not onc govornment rotains strongth to spocak for its country.

Thell-day Worr had dosuroyod four nations- uprootod four pooples and accomplishe
od nothing but anarchy. Tho psychological offcets of tho air raids form a renarkable
contrast to tho actual rosults of far hoavior raids (minus gas) which aro now hist-
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'?f-)l (L) Time" (F).
(L) BCB GIBSON'S BOOK LIST © (_) sStonley Watorloo: "The Story of Ab%.
(_) - - ~=-==(_) Sandys \iason: “*Palafox" (F).
Williom Wostell: "4 Quoor Raco®, Norman Wialker: "Loocna: 4 Strangc Tail“(F).

H, G, Jolls: "Tho Anatory of Frustration® H, R. lnkofiold: "Imagine a Man in a Box”
(NF), M. Modorn Utopia®, "The Lutocracy  SMgrard Vinos: "Return, Bolphogori™ (F).
of Mr. Parham", "Mr., Blettworthy on Ram~ Thea vonHarbou: "Motropolis", "The Girl
polo Island”, "“The Soa Lady", "The Holy in tho Moon".

Torror", "Tho Food of tho Gods", "Tho E._Charlos Vivien: "Poople of tho Dark-
Wondorful Visit” (F), "The Island of Drs nogs", "Fiolds of Slocp", "City of Won-
Moroau", "Tho Var in tho Lir", "Things dor”, i

To Come", "Star Bogotton", "Tho Invisible Ggoorge S, Viorock & Paul Eldridgo: "Pr-

Men", "The Droan", "Thoe Timc Machino", ineco Pax™.

"Men Liko Gods", "In Tho Days of tho Jules Vorne: "Tho Purchasc of tho North
Corwt", "Tho Shapc.of Things to Come", Pole", "Dr, Ox's Experimcnt", “Chasc of
¥Tho Country of tho Blind, ote", "The the Goldon Motoor", "Tho Floatirg Island"
Viorld Sot Froo". "Phe Clipper of the Clouds®, "The Sccret
Sidnoy Watson: "Searlet and Purple" (F)e of the Island”, "Huctor Sorvedac (Off onm
Lauroneo Edward Watkin: "On Borrowcd a Comot)", "Tournoy %o tho Centro of tho

Earth",



